348                         THERE LAY THE CITY
She moved towards me.
I was standing up, smoking a cigarette, and she
looked so frightened as she came to me.
" Come here/' I said again, "don't look so
frightened about nothing "
And she came closer.
I took her in my arms.
" Tell me, my darling, what is the matter ? Are
you hiding something from me ? "
She didn't reply. She just came closer and held
me, her hands on my back and her head on my chest.
" Don't hide your face. I don't want to know
anything you don't want to tell me."
And I could see she was getting more and more
restless and agitated and mentally tortured, as if
each remark of mine was cutting her deep inside.
I kissed her jet black hair, the hair I always
called "black flax." I could feel her deep breathing
next to me. Her heart-beats I could barely count,
for they were beating so fast.
She looked up. Her neck strained. She stood
on her toes, her lips reaching for mine. Her eyes
were red.
I bent my head down. My lips were close to hers.
I waited for her to kiss me.
She did. I have never been kissed like that
before. Anguish. Fear. Pain. Love. All rolled up
in one kiss.
Then she snatched her head away, as if to pull
herself together.